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sum Bettyr asked Hannibal rather
fearfully.

On, I hope bo, dear." She turned
to Taney. "I wonder you don't leave
the Hill. Mr. Yancy. You could so
easily go where Mr. Bladen would
never find you. Haven't you thought
or thisr

That are a pint." agreed Yancy
slowly. "Might I ask you what parts
you'd specially recommend?" lilting
his grave eyes to hers.

"It would really be the sensible
thing to do!" said Betty. "I am sure
you would like west Tennessee they
say you are a great hunter." Yancy
smiled almost guiltily.

"Mr. Yancy, If you should cross the
mountains, remember I live near
Memphis. Belle Plain is the name of
the plantation It's not hard to hnd
Just dont forget Belle Plain."

"I won't forget, and mebby you will
see us there one of these days. Sbo'
I've seen mighty little of the world
about as far as a dog can trot In
couple of hours!"

Betty glanced toward the squire
and Mr. Crenshaw. They were stand'
lag near the bars that gave entrance
to the lane. Murrell had left them
and was walking briskly down tee
road toward Crenshaw's store, where
his horse was tied. She bent down
and gave Yancy her slim white hand

"Good-by- , Mr. Yancy lift Hannibal
so that I can kiss him!" Yancy swung
the child aloft. "I think you are sucb
a nice little boy, Hannibal you

"I Don't Know but What I Should Pull
You Out of That Saddle and Twist
Your Neck."

mustn't forget mot" And touching her
horse lightly with the whip she rode
away at a gallop.

"She Bboly is a lady!" said Yancy,
staring after her. "And we musn't
forget Memphis or Belle Plain, Ner-
vy."

When Betty Malroy rode away from
Squire Balaam's Murrell galloped after
her. Presently she heard the beat of
bis horse's hoofs as he came pound-
ing alOBg the sandy road, and glanced
back over her shoulder. With an ex-

clamation of displeasure she reined in
her horse. Murrell quickly gained a
place at her side.

T suppose Ferris Is at the Barony?"
he said, drawing his horse down to a
walk.

"I believe he Is," said Betty with a
curt Httle air.

"May I ride with you?" he gave her
a swift glance. She nodded Indif-
ferently and would have urged her
horse Into a gallop again, bat he made
a gesture of protest. "Don't or 1
sfeaH think you are still running away
from me," be said with a short laugh.

"Were you at the trial?" she asked.
"I am glad they dtdnt get Hannibal
away frem. Yascy."

"Oh, Taney will have his hands full
with that later so will Bladen," he
added, significantly. He studied her
out of those deeply sunken eyes of bis
in which no shadow of youth lin-
gered, for Ben such as he reached
their prime early, and it was a swift-
ly passing spieador. "Ferris tells me
you are going to west Tennessee?"
he said at length.

"Yes."
"I know your half-brothe- r, Tom

Ware I know him very well."
"So you know Tom?" she observed,

and frowned slightly. Tom was her
guardian, and her memories of him
were not satisfactory. A burly, un-
shaven man with a queer streak of
meanness through his character.

"You've spent much of your time
up north?" suggested Murrell.

"Four years. I've been at school,
you know. That's where I met Judltn
Ferris."

T hope you'll like west Tennessee.
It's still a bit raw compared wltn
what you've been accustomed to in
the north. You haven't been back In
all those four years?" Betty shook
her head. "Nor seen Tom nor any
one from out yonder?" For some rea-
son a little tinge of color had crept
Into Betty's cheeks. "Will you let me
renew our acquaintance at Belle
Plain? I shall be In west Tennessee

r

EiP9"tho wiww & over; froSahly
I shall leave here within a week," ho
aaM. beading toward her. Hl gtaaoe
dwelt on her face and on the pliant
11b es of her figure, and his senses
swam.

1 Imagine you will be welcome at
Belle Plain. You are Tom's friend."
Murrell bit his lip, and then laughed
as his mind conjured up a picture of
the cherished Tom. Suddenly he
reached out and rested his hand on
hers.

"Betty If I might think" he be
gan, but his tongue stumbled. His
love-makin- g was usually of a savage
sort, but some quality in the girl held
him In check. Betty drew away from
him, an angry color on her cheeks
and an angry light In her eyes. "For
give me, Betty!" murmured Murrell,
but his heart beat against his ribs,
and passion sent Its surges through
him. "Don't you know what I'm try
lng to tell you?" he whispered. Betty
gathered up her reins. "Not yet--

he cried, and again he rested a heavy
hand on hers.

"Let me go let me go!" cried Bet
ty indignantly.

"No not r t!" He urged his horse
still nearer and gathered her close.
"You've got to hear me. I've loved
you since the first moment I rested
my eyes on you and, by God, you
shall love me In return!" He felt ber
struggle to free herself from his
grasp with a sense of savage triumph.

Bruce Carrington, on his way back
to Fayetteville from the Forks, came
about a turn in the road. Betty saw
a tall, handsome fellow In the first
flush of manhood; Carrington, an
angry girl struggling in a man's
grasp.

At sight of the new-come- r, Murrell,
with an oath, released Betty, who.
striking her horse with the whip, gal
loped down the road toward the
Barony. As she fled past Carrington
she bent low in her saddle.

"Don't let him follow me!" she
gasped, and Carrington, striding for
ward, caught Murrell's horse by the
bit.

Let go!" roared .Murrell, and a
murderous light shot from his eyes.

"I don't know but I should pull you
out of tnat saddle and twist your
neck!" said Carrington hotly. Mur-

rell's face underwent a swift change.
"You're a bold fellow to force your

way Into a lover's quarrel," he said
quietly. Carrington's arm dropped at
his side. Perhaps, after all. It was
that.

CHAPTER VI.

Betty Sets Out for Tennessee.
Brace's first memories had to do

with long nights when he perched be-
side his father on the cabin roof of
their keel-bo- and watched the stars
or the blurred line of the shore where
it lay against the sky, or the lights on
other barges and rafts drifting as
they were drifting, with their wheat
and corn and whisky, to that com
mon market at the river's mouth.

Bruce Carrington had seen the day
of barge and raft reach its zenith,
had heard the first steam packet's
shrieking whistle, which sounded the
death-kne- ll of the ancient order,
though the shitting of the trade was a
slew matter and the glory of the old
did not pass over to the new at once,
but lingered still in mighty fleets of
rafts and keel-boat- s and in the Ho
meric carousals of some ten thousand
of the halt-hors- half-alligat- breed
that nightly gathered In New Orleans.

After the reading of the warrant
that morning, Charley Balaam had
shown Carrington the road to the
Forks, assuring him when they sep
arated that with a little care and
decent use of his eyes it would be
possible to fetch up there and not
pass plumb through the settlement
without knowing where he was.

He was on his way to Fayetteville,
where he Intended to spend the night,
and perhaps a day or two In looking
around, when the meeting with Betty
and Murrell occurred. The girl's face
remained with him. It was a face he
would like to see again.

He was still thinking of the girl
when he ate his supper that night nt
Cleggett's Tavern. Later, In the bar.
he engaged his host In idle gossip. He
had met a gentleman and a lady on
the road that day! he wondered, as
he toyed with his glass, If It could
have been the Ferrises? Mounted?
Yes, mounted. Then it was Ferris
and his wife or It might have been
Captain Murrell and Miss Malroy.
Miss Malroy did not live In that part
of the country; she was a friend of
Mrs. Ferris', belonged In Kentucky or
Tennessee, or somewhere out yonder

at any rate she was bringing her
visit to an end, for Ferris had In-

structed him to reserve a place for
her in the north-boun- d stage on the
morrow.

Carrington suddenly remembered
that he had thought of starting north
in the morning himself.

The stage left at six, and as Car
rington climbed to his seat the next
morning Mr. Cieggett was advising
the driver to look sharp when he
came to the Barony road, as he was
to pick up a party there. It was Car-
rington who looked sharp, and almost
at the spot where he had seen Miss
Malroy the day before he saw her
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again,' with Ferris and Judith and a
pile of luggage bestowed by the way
side. Betty did not observe him as
the coach stopped, for she was In
tent on her farewells with her friends.
There were hasty words of advice
from Ferris, prolonged good-by- s to
Judith, tears kisses while a place
was being made for her many boxes
and trunks. Carrington gathered that
she was going north to Washington;
that her final destination was some
point either on the Ohio or Missis
sippl, and that her name was Betty.
Then the door slammed and the stage
was In motion again.

All through the morning they swung
forward In the heat and dust and
glare, and at midday rattled Into the
shaded main street of a sleepy village
and drew up before the tavern where
dinner was waiting them.

Betty saw Carrington when she
took her seat, and gave a scarcely
perceptible start of surprise. Then
her face was flooded with a rich col
or. This was the man who saw her
with Captain Murrell yesterday!
There was a brief moment of irreso
lution and then she bowed coldly.

It was four days to Richmond. Four
days of hot, dusty travel, four nights
of uncomfortable cross-roa- d stations,
where Betty suffered sleepless nights
and the unaccustomed pangs of early
rising. She occasionally found her
self wondering who Carrington was.
She approved of the manner in which
he conducted himself. She liked a
man who could be unobtrusive.

The next morning he found himself
seated opposite her at breakfast. He
received another curt little nod, cool
and distant, as he took his seat.

"You stop In Washington?" said
Carrington.

Betty shook her head. "No, I am
going on to Wheeling."

"You're fortunate In being so near
ly home," he observed. "I'm going
on to Memphis."

Betty exclaimed: "Why, I am go
ing to Memphis, too!"

"Are you? By canal to Cumber-
land, and then by stage over the Na
tional Road to Wheeling?"

Betty nodded. "It makes one wish
they'd finish their railroads, doesn't
it? Do you suppose they'll ever get
as far west as Memphis?" she said.

"They say It's going to be bad for
the river trade when they're built on
something besides paper," answered
Carrington. "And I happen to be a
flatboatman. Miss Malroy."

No more was said just then, for
Betty became reserved and did not at-
tempt to resume the conversation. A
day later they rumbled Into Washing
ton, and as Betty descended from tho
coach Carrington stepped to her side.

"I suppose you'll stop here. Miss
Malroy," he said, indicating the tav
ern before which the stage had come
to a stand.

"Yes," said Betty briefly.
"If I can be of any service to you "

he began, with Just a touch of awk
wardness in his manner.

"No, I thank you, Mr. Carrington,"
said Betty quickly.

"Good night . . . good-by.- " He
turned away, and Betty saw his tail
form disappear In the twilight.

A month and more had elapsed
since Bob Yancy's trial. Just two
days later man and boy disappeared
from Scratch Hill. Murrell was soon
on their trail and pressing forward
in hot pursuit Reaching the moun
tains, he heard of them first as ten
days ahead of him and bound for
west Tennessee; the ten days dwin
dled to a week, the week became five
days, the five days three; and now
as he emerged from the last range of
hills he caught sight of them.

Yancy glanced back at the blue wall
of the mountains where it lay along
the horizon.

"Well, Newy," he said, "we've put
a heap of distance between us and
old Scratch Hill."

For the past ten days their journey
had been conducted In a leisurely
fashion. As Yancy said, they were
seeing the world, and It was well to
take a good look at it while they had
a chance.

Suddenly out of the silence came
the regular beat of hoofs. These
grew nearer and nearer, and at last
when they were quite close, Yancy
faced about. Smilingly Murrell reined
in his horse.

"Why Bob Yancy!" he cried In
apparent astonishment

MYes, sir Bob Yancy. Does it hap
pen you are looking fo' him. Cap
tain?" Inquired Yancy.

no no. Bob. rm on my way
west"

Murrell slipped from his saddle and
fell into step at Yancy's side as they
moved forward.

"They were mightily stirred up at
the Cross Roads when I left wonder
ing what had come of you," he ob
served.

"That's kind of them," responded
Yancy, a little dryly. There was no
reason for It, but he was becoming
distrustful of Murrell, and uneasy.

They went forward In silence. A

Presently He Heard a Distant Sound
a Splash.

sudden turn In the road brought them
to the edge of an extensive clearing.
Close to the road there were several
buildings, but not & tree had been
spared to shelter them and they stood
forth starkly, the completing touch to
a civilization' that was still In Its
youth, unkempt, rather savage, and
ruthlessly utilitarian. A sign an-
nounced the dingy structure of logs
nearest the roadside a tavern.

From the door of the tavern the
figure of a man emerged. He was
burck-naire- a ana and
there vas about him a certain shag-glnee- a

which a recent toilet performed
at the horse trough' had sot served to
mitigate.

'Howdy?" he drawled.
'Howdy?" responded Mr. Yancy.
'flftwil you stop here?" aaked Mur

rell, ataktac k voice. Yascy Bedded.
Can yea &t w up?" Inquired Mur

rell, turalflc to the
"I reeke that's what I'm Jure for,"

said Sloesofi. M-m- H aliMia fc?ut
the empty yard. "Staefc." efecwTPf
WgicoB languidly. "Yea, sir, stack's
the ly aaaae for It" It wa under-
stood ks Mferred to the state of trade.
He looked turn oe to tho other of
the two bmk. A his eyes rested on
Murrell, that 1im raised the
first throe BBfora ot Ma rffkt hand.
Tho BMur was eror m HUM, yet It
maud to hv taste oOoet on Mr.
Wooson. WW saiga hr imrtiaft
into a aatia hod k faamodtatofr

MPBfiMpd tt, twtoUd Ma boarded

lips as ho made am. aoawering move-
ment "Eon. com hore. you!" Sloa- -
son raised his voice. This call
brought a half-grow- B black boy from
about a corner of the tavern, to whom
Murrell relinquished his horse.

"Let's liquor," said the captain over
his shoulder, moving off In the dlr
tion oi the car.

"Come on, Newy!" said Yancy fol
lowing, and they all entered the tav-
ern.

"Well, here's to the best of good
luck!" said Murrell, as he raised bis
glaBs to his lips.

"Same here," responded Yancy.
Murrell pulled out a roll of bills, one
of which he tossed on the bar. Then
after a moment's hesitation he de
tached a second bill from the roll and
turned to Hannibal.

"Here, youngster a present for
you," he said good-naturedl- Hanni
bal, embarrassed by the unexpected
gift edged to bis Uncle Bob's side.

"Thank you, sir," said the boy.
".Lets have another drink," sug

gested Murrell.
Presently Hannibal stole out into

the yard. He still held the bill in his
hand, for he did not quite know bow
to dispose of his great wealth. After
debating this matter for a moment he
knotted it carefully In one corner of
his handkerchief.

In the tavern the three men were
drinking Murrell with the Idea that
the more Yancy came under the in
fluence of Slosson's corn whisky the
easier his speculation would be man
aged. Mr. Yancy on his part believed
that if Murrell wento bed Teason
ably drunk he would sleep late and
give him the opportunity he coveted.
to quit the tavern unobserved at
break of day.

"When yo get to feelln like sleep,
young boss, Mas'r Slosson he says 1

show yo' to yo chamber." It was
Slosson's boy Eph.

"Yes, you can show me my cham
ber," Hannibal said.

Eph secured a tin candle-stic- k with
a half-bur- candle In it and led the
way into the passage back of the bar.

They mounted a flight ot stairs and
passed down a narrow hall. This
brought them to the back of the
building, and Eph pushed open the
door on his right

"This heah's yo chamber," he
said, and preceding his companion In
to the room, placed tho candle on a
chair.

The moon was rising and Hannibal
went to the open window and glanced
out For a moment he considered the
night not unaffected by its beauty,
then, turning from the window, he
moved his bundle and rifle to the
foot of the bed, where they would be
out of his way, kicked off his trousers.
blew out the candle and lay down

Yancy had become more and more
convinced as the evening passed that
Murrell was bent on getting him
drunk, and suspicion mounted darkly
to his brain.

"Have a drink with me!" cried Slos
son, giving way to drunken laughter.

'The captain's dropped out, and I
'low it's about time fo these here
festivities to come to an end. I'm
thinking some of going to bed my
self," said Yancy. He kept his eyes
fixed on Murrell. He realized that if
the latter could prevent it he was
not to leave the bar. He never shift-
ed his glance from Murrell's face.
scowling now, tho captains eyes
blazed back their challenge as he
thrust his right hand under his coat
"Fair play I don't know who you
are, but I know what you want!" said
Yancy, the light In his frank gray
eyes deepening. Murrell laughed and
took a forward step. At the same mo
ment Slosson snatched up a heavy
club from the back of the bar and
dealt Yancy a murderous blow. A
single startled cry escaped the
Scratch HHIer; he struck out wildly
as he lurched toward Murrell, who
drew his knife and drove it into his
shoulder. Yancy dropped heavily to
the floor.

How long the boy slept ho never
knew, but he awoke with a start and
a confused sense of things. It was
evidently very late, probably long
after midnight but where was his
Uncle Bob?

He sank back on his pillow intent
and listening. A chilling terror that
gripped him fast and would not let
him go, mounted to his brain.

Where was his Uncle Bob? Why
didn't he come to bed? Memories of
idle tales ot men foully dealt with in
these lonely taverns flashed through
his mind.

ue sua irom the bed, and for a
long moment stood cold and shaking,
his every sense on the alert With
infinite caution he got into his trous-
ers and again paused to listen, since
he feared his least movement might
betray blm. Next he secured his
pack, and was ready for flight

Encumbered by his belongings, but
with no mind to sacrifice them, he
stepped out upon the shed and made
bis way down the slant of the roof to
the eaves. He tossed his bundle to
the ground and going down on his
knees lowered his rifle, letting the
muzzle fall lightly against the side of
the shed as it left his hand, then he
lay flat on his stomach and, feet first
wriggled out Into space. When he
could no longer preserve his balance,
he gave himself a shove away from
the eaves and dropped clear of the
building.

As he recovered himself he was
sure bo heard a door open and close.
and threw himself prone on the
ground, where the black shadow cast
by the tavern hid him. At the same
moment two dark figures camp from
about a corner of the building. He
could Just distinguish that they car-
ried some heavy burden between them
and that they staggered as they
moved.

They passed out of sight and
breathless and palsied, Hannibal crept
about a corner of the tavern. He
must be sure!

Presently he heard a distant sound
a splash surely it was a Bplash
a utue later me men came up tne

lane, to disappear In the direction ot
the tavern. Hannibal peered after
them. Hl3 very terrors, while they
wrenched and tortured blm, gave him
a desperate kind of courage. As the
gloom hid the two men, be started
forward again. He reached tho end
of tho cornfield, climbed a-- fence, and
entered a deadening of timber. In
the long wet grass he found where
the men bad dragged their burden.
Ho reached down and swept his hand
to and fro once twice tho third
time bis little palm came away red
and discolored.

There was the first pale premoni
tion of dawn In the sky, and a he
hurried on the light grew, and the
black trunks of trees detached them-
selves from the white mist that tilled
tho woods and which the dawn made
visible. There was light enough for
him to see that he was following the
trail left by the men. He emerged
upon the bank of the Elk river, white
like the woods with Its ghostly Bight
sweat

The dull beat of the child's heart
quickened as he gazed out oh tho
swift current that was hurrying ob
with its dreadful secret Thoa tho
full comprehension of hie loos seesaod
to overwhelm him and ho vm utterly
desolat. go$s shook him, aad ho
dropped oa his kBoee, hatjtpf fat po
the stock of his rifle.

'UbcIo Bob Undo Bob. soom
back! Can't you cooto book!" ho
wailed misoraMy. PreaoaUr ho stf-Kero- d

to hie foot As h Bianco
aoout, hm mm ohsMMt at hat teat a
dug-ou- t, saodo from a staio pooler
lot. It was oaoorod t a ororha&f
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lng branch by a length" of a wile
grape-vine- . With one last fearful look
off across the deadening in the dlrec
tion of the tavern, ho crept down tc
the water's edge and entered the
canoe. In a moment, he had It free
from its lashing and the rude craft
was bumping along the bank in spite
of his best efforts with the paddle
Then a favoring current caught it and
swept it out toward the center ot the
stream.

CHAPTER VII.

On the River.
Betty stood under a dripping um-

brella in the midst of a downpour.
Just arrived by the four-hors- e coach

that plied regularly between Wash-
ington and - Georgetown, she had
found tho long board platform beside
the canal crowded with her fellow
passengers. Suddenly she became
aware of a tall, familiar figure mov-
ing through the crowd. It was Bruce
Carrington. At the same moment he
saw her, and with a casual air that
quite deceived her, approached.

"You're leaving tonight?" he asked
"Yes isn't it miserable the way it

rains? And why are they so slow
why don't they hurry with that boat?"

"It's In the last lock now," ex-
plained Carrington, and gathering up
Betty's hand luggage, he helped her
aboard.

By the time they had reached
Wheeling, Betty had quite parted with
whatever superficial prejudice she
might have had concerning river-me-

This particular one was evidently a
very nice river-ma- an exception tc
his kind. He mado choice of the
steamer on which she should continue
her journey, and thoughtfully chose
Tho Naiad a slow boat

"I haven't a thing to offer her this
is plain madness of mine!" he kept
telling himself, and then the expres-
sion of his face would become grim
and determined. No more of the river
for him he'd get hold of some land
and go to raising cotton; that was the
way money was made.

Slow as The Naiad was, the days
passed much too swiftly for him.
When Memphis was reached their
friendly Intercourse would come to an
end. There would be her brother, of
whom she had occasionally spoken
he would be pretty certain to have
the ideas of his class.

The days, like any other days, dwin-
dled. The end of it all was close at
hand. Another twenty-fou- r hours
and Carrington reflected there would
only be good-b- y to say.

"We will reach New Madrid to-
night," he told her. They were
watching the river, under a flood of
yellow moonlight

Carrington, with his back against a
stanchion, watched her discontented-
ly.

"You'll be mighty glad te have this
over with, Miss Malroy " he said at
length, with a comprehensive sweep
toward the river.

"Yes shan't you?" and she opened
ber eyes qucstlonlngly.

"No," said Carrington with a short
laugh, drawing a chair near hers and
sitting down.

Betty, in surpriso, gave him a quick
look, and then as quickly glanced
away from what she encountered In
bis eyes. As she looked, suddenly
pale points of light appeared on a dis-
tant headland.

"Is that New Madrid Oh, is it, Mr.
Carrington?" she cried eagerly.

"I reckon so," but be did not alter
his position,

"But you're not looking!"
"Yes, I am I'm looking at you. I

reckon you'll think me crazy, Miss
Malroy presumptuous and all that
but I wish Memphis could be wiped
off the map, and that we could go on
like this for ever!"

"You mustn't talk so I am nothing
to you "

Yes, you are. You're everything
to me," said Carrington doggedly.

You shall love me " Sho was pow
erless In his embrace. She felt his
breath on her cheek, then he kissed
her. Suddenly his arms tell at his
side; his lace was white. I was a
brute to do that Betty, forgive me!

am sorry no, I can't be sorry!"
They were alongside the New Mad

rid wharf now, and a certain young
man who had been impatiently watch-
ing The Naiad's lights ever since they
became visible crossed the gang-plan- k

with a bound.
"Betty why in the name of good

ness did you ever choose this tub?'
said tho new-come- r.

"Charley!"
Carrington stepped back. This

must be the brother who had come up
the river from Memphis to meet her

but her brother's name was Tom!
Ho looked this stranger this Charley

over with a hostile eye. offended by
his good looks, his confident rounner,
in which he thought he detected an
air of ownership, as if certainly he
was holding her hands .longer than
was necessary. An instant later, when
Betty, remembering, turned to speak
to him, bis place by tho rail was de
serted.

All that day Hannibal was haunted
by the memory of what be bad beard
and seen at Slosson's tavern. More

than this, there was his terrible sense
of loss, and the grief be could not
master. Marking the course of the
road westward, ho clung to the woods,
wnere bm movements were as stealthy
as tao very shadows themselves.
. Freoently, as ho stumbled forward,
ho came to $ small clearing in the
center of which stood a log dwelling.
j. ao place seemed deserted.

Tilted hack In a chair by tho door
C this house a bmb was sleeping.

Tho hoot of aa owl from a near-b- y

oak roused hiat. Ho yawned and
stretched hlaueifj thrusting out his
fat fee aad exteadJa U great
arM. Tkoa kaseariBg aware ot that
small figure whieh had stole up thepath aa fee slept and bow stood be.
fore him la tho aaoortata llaat, a

rvora aia eyes with the
Jnuckiea of his jjmap hands.

"You Shall Be My Guest for the
Night"

"Who are you?" he" demanded.
"I'm Hannibal Wayne Hazard,

said the boy. The man quitted his
chair.

"Well I am glad to know you
Hannibal Wayne Hazard. I am S lo-

cum Price Judge Slocum Price,
sometime major-gener- of militia and

ot congress, to mention a
few of those honors my fellow coun
trymen have thrust upon me." He
made a sweeping gesture with his two
hands outspread and bowed ponder-
ously.

The boy saw a man of sixty, whose
gross and battered visage told its own
story. There was a sparse white
frost about his cars; and his eyes,
pale blue and prominent, looked out
from under beetling brows. He wore
a shabby plum-colore- d coat and tight
drab breeches. About his fat neck
was a black stock, with just a sug
gestion of soiled linen showing above
it. Ills figure was corpulent and un
wieldy.

'You don't belong in these parts,
do you?" asked the judge, when he
had completed his scrutiny.

"No, sir," answered the boy. He
glanced oft down the road, where
lights were visible among tho trees.
"What town is that?"

"Pleasantvllle which Is a Me but
I am neither sufficiently drunk nor
sufficiently sober to cope with the pos
sibilities your question offers. Have
you so much as fifty cents about
you?" and the judge's eyes narrowed
to a slit above their folds of puffy
flesh. Hannibal, keeping his glance
fixed on the man's face, fell back a
step. "I can't let you go if you are
penniless I can't do that!" cried the
judge, with sudden vehemence. "You
shall be my guest for the night
They're a pack of thieves at the tav
ern," he lowered his voice. "I know
'em, for they've plucked me!" He
rested a fat hand on the boy's
shoulder and drew him gently but
firmly Into the shanty. With flint and
steel he made a light, and presenUy
a candio was sputtering in his hands.
Ho fitted it into the neck of a tall
bottle, and as the light flared up the
boy glanced about him.

The Interior was mean enough,
with Its rough walls, dirt floor and
black, cavernous fireplace. A shake-
down bed in ono corner of the room
was tastefully screened from the pub
lic gaze by a tattered quilt

"Boy, don't be afraid. Look on me
as a friend," urged the judge.

"I reckon I'll be glad to stop," an-
swered Hannibal.

"Such confidence Is inspiring. Are
you hungry?"

"Yes, sir," replied Hannibal.
"What do you say to cold fish?"

the judge smacked his lips to impart
a relish to the idea. "I dare swear
I can find you some corn bread Into
tho bargain." He began to assemble
the dainties he had enumerated.
"Here you are!" he cleared his throat
impressively, while benignity shone
from every feature of his face. "A
moment since you allowed me to think
you were solvent to the extent of
fifty cents " Hannibal looked puz
zled. "I wonder If you could be In
duced to make a temporary loan of
that fifty cents? The sum Involved
Is really such a ridiculous trifle 1
don't need to point out to you the ab-
solute moral certainty of my return
ing it at an early date."

It was not the loss of his money
that Hannibal most feared, and the
coin passed from his possession Into
his host's custody.

"Thank you, my boy! I must step
down to the tavern when I return,
'please God, we shall know more of
each other." While ho was still
speaking, he had produced a Jug from
behind the quilt that screened his
bed, and now took himself off Into the
night

Left alone, Hannibal gravely seated
himself at the table. What the
Judge's larder lacked In variety it
more than made up for in quantity,
and the boy was grateful for this fact
Presently he heard the Judge's heavy,
shuffling step as he came up the path
from the road, and a moment later
his gross bulk of body filled the door-
way. Breathing hard and perspiring,
the Judge entered the shanty, but his
eagerness kept him silent until he
had established himself in his chair
beside the table, with the jug and a
cracked glass at his elbow. Then,
bland and smiling, he turned toward
his guest

"My tenderest regards, Hannibal!"
and he nodded over the rim ot the
cracked glass his shaking hand had
carried to his lips. Twice the glass
was filled and emptied, and then
again, his roving, watery eyes rested
meditatively on the child. "Have you
a father?" he asked suddenly. Han
nibal shook his head. "A mother?"

"They both of them done died
years and years ago," answered the
boy. "I can't tell you how long back
it was, but I reckon I don't know
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much about it I must have been a
small child."

"Ho a small child!" cried the
Judge, laughing. He cocked his head
on one side and surveyed Hannibal
Wayne Hazard with a glance of com-
ic seriousness. "In God's name what
do you call yourself now?"

"I'm most ten," said Hannibal, with
dignity.

"I can well believe It" responded
the judge. "Where did you come
from?"

"fTom across the mountains."
"And where are you going?"
"To west Tennessee."
"Have you any friends there?"
"Yes, sir."
"You've money enough to see you

through?" and what the judge intend-
ed for a smile of fatherly affection
became a leer of infinite cunning.

"I got ten dollars."
"Ten dollars" tho judge smacked

his Hps once. "Ten dollars " he re-
peated, and smacked his Hps twice.

The purple flush on the Judge's
face, where the dignity that belonged
to age had gone down In wreck, deep-
ened.

He quitted his chair and, lurching
somewhat as he did so, began to pace
the floor.

Take me for your example, boy!
You may be poor, you may possibly
be hungry you'll often be thirsty.
but through it all you will remain
that splendid thing a gentleman
Perhaps you 11 contend that the old
order is overthrown, that family has
gone to the devil? You are right and
there's the pity of it! The social
fabric Is tottering I can see it tot
ter " and he tottered himself as he
said this.

"Well, I'm an old man the spec
tacle won't long offend me. I'll die
presently." He was so profoundly
moved by the thought that he could
not go on. His voice broke, and he
buried his face in his arms. A sym
pathetic moisture had gathered in the
child's eyes. He slipped from his
chair and stole to the judge's side.

"I'm mighty sorry you're going to
die."

"Bless you, Hanmoal!" cried tho
judge, looking wonderfully cheerful,
despite his recent bitterness of spirit.
"I'm not experiencing any of the pangs
of mortality now. lly dissolution ain'
a matter of tonight or tomorrow
there's some life in Slocum Price yet
for all the rough usage, eh? I think
you'd better go to bed."

"I reckon I had," agreed Hannibal,
slipping from his chair.

"Well, take my bed back of the
quilt You'll find a hoe there. You
can dig up the dirt under the shuck
tick with it which helps astonishing
ly. What would the world say If it
could knowthat Judge Slocum Price
makes his bed with a hoe!"

Hannibal retired behind the quilt
"Do you find it comfortable?" the
judge asked, when the rustling of, the
snuck tick informed him that the
child had lain down.

"Yes, sir," said the boy.
"Have you said your prayers?" In

quired the judge.
"No, sir. I ain't said 'em yet"
nm.li .veu, say tnem now. Rellelon is

as becoming In the young as it is re-
spectable In the aged. I'll not dls--
ium you tonight, for It is God's will
that I should stay ud and tret virvm W w Jdrunk."

CHAPTER VIII.

Boon Companions.
.uuiu nmtj juier me judge was

aware of a step on the path beyond
his door, and glancing up, saw theurn ngure of a mn pause on his
threshold. A whispered curse slipped
from between his lips. Aloud he

io mat you, Air. Mahaffy?" Hogot no reply, but the tall figure, pro- -
vci.cu ujr very long legs, stalked into
mo snanty and a pair of keen, rest- -
ies eyes deeply set under a high, bald
'iit.au were Dent curiously upon him.

"I take It I'm intruding." the new
comer saia sourly

"Why should you think that. Solo-
mon Mahaffy? When has my dooruca sea on you?" the Judge asked,

but there waa a guilty deepening of
the flush on his face. Mr. Mahaffy
glanced at the jug, at the hair-emptie-d

glass, lastly at the Judge hlmselT.
"You seem to be raising first-rat- e

hell all by yourself."
"Oh, be reasonable, Solomon. You'd

gone down to the steamboat land-
ing," said the judge plaintively. By
way of answer, MahaKy shot him a
contemptuous glance. "Take a chair

do, Solomon!" eatreatd the Judge.
"When did I ever Isaeak & jug into

my aktaty?" asked MakaJty steraly,
evldeatly eesscioua at stir recti-
tude la this matter.

"I iiflsre your efcoie et word.
aw ta je. YM
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